DISGRACE  ABOUNDING
counter, not upstairs in the board-room, In Budapest there are
mile&of streets where you may search vainly for a non-Jewish shop.
It is very difficult, if you wish to buy anything, not to buy it from
a Jew.
The contrast between this strongly entrenched Jewish com-
munity, all its units earning a good living, and the poverty of the
workers in outer Budapest, of the peasants in many parts of the
country, is striking and depressing. Most of the workers work for
Jews and, when they get their meagre pay envelope, hand it to
their wives, who trot along to the Jewish shopkeeper and give it
back, and so the money, like the music, goes round and round and
comes out — where? Nowhere where the worker or the peasant
can get at it.
It is, in its way, a new tyranny, comparable with that of the
nobles and the Church in the Middle Ages, the tyranny of money-
power instead of the tyranny of inherited privilege, and it needs
remedying just. as much as those other tyrannies, which still
linger on.
This is the problem that has to be solved, as it seems to me: that
the Jews, given full equality of opportunity, use it to oust the others
and acquire the status of a privileged class.
Come with me on a few journeys through the Hungarian
countryside and watch the system at work there.
Come to Mezokovesd, where the tourists are taken on Sundays
in charabancs, because on Sundays the peasants put on their
pretty costumes and all go to church, and this delights the tourists,
who feel they are really getting to know Hungary, lunch well at
-the restaurant round the corner, which is decorated in the
Hungarian-operetta style and is especially put there for tourists
and has about as much relation to life in Mezokovesd as the
Berkeley Buttery has to the good old English life of Bethnal Green,
and are whisked back to Budapest in ,their charabancs.
But we will go to Mezokovesd not on Sunday, but on Saturday
afternoon. The peasants and villagers are at work; they are not
wearing those picturesque costumes. They are at their daily
grind, which lasts from dawn to dusk. They are bitterly poor.
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